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THE 

WEAVER S GRAVE 

A STORY OF OLD MEN 


I 



ORTIMER HEHIR. the weaver. 

had died, and they had come 
in search of his grave to Cloon 
na Morav, the Meadow of the 
Dead. Meehaul Lynskey, 
the nail-maker, was first across the stile. 
There was excitement in his face. His 
long warped body moved in a shuffle over 
the ground. Following him came Cahir 
Bowes, the stone-breaker, who was so 
beaten down from the hips forward, that his 
back was horizontal as the back of an 
animal. His right hand held a stick which 
propped him up in front, his left hand 
clutched his coat behind, just above the 
small of the back. By these devices he 
kept himself from toppling head over heels 
as he walked. Mother earth was the brow 
of Cahir Bowes by magnetic force, and 
Cahir Bowes was resisting her fatal kiss to 
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10 THE WEAVER’S GRAVE 


the last. And just now there was anima- 
tion in the face he raised from its customary 
contemplation of the ground. Both old 
men had the air of those who had been 
unexpectedly let loose. For a long time 
they had lurked somewhere in the shadows 
of life, the world having no business for 
them, and now, suddenly, they had been , 
remembered and called forth to perform an 
office which nobody else on earth could per- 
form. The excitement in their faces as ' 
they crossed over the stile into Cloon na 1 
Morav expressed a vehemence in their 
1 belated usefulness. Hot on their heels / 

~1 came two dark, handsome, stoutly-built 
J - men, alike even to the cord that tied their 
; corduroy trousers under their knees, and, I 
being gravediggers, they carried flashing 
! spades. Last of all, and after a little delay, 
a firm white hand was laid on the atile, a 
dark figure followed, the figure of a woman 
I whose palely sad face was picturesquely, 

• almost dramatically, framed in a black 
shawl which hung from the crown of the 
head. She was the widow of Mortimer 
! Hehir, the weaver, and she followed the 
others into. Cloon na Morav, the Meadow of 



THE WEAVER'S GRAVE II 

To glance at Cloon na Morav as you went 
by on the hilly road, was to get an impres- 
sion of a very old burial-ground ; to pause 
on the road and look at Cloon na Morav 
was to become conscious of its quiet situa- 
tion, of winds singing down from the hills 
in a chant for the dead ; to walk over to the 
wall and look at the mounds inside was to 
provoke quotations from Gray’s Elegy; to 
make the Sign of the Cross, lean over the 
wall, observe the gloomy lichened back- 
ground of the wall opposite, and mark the 
things that 9eemed to stray about, like 
yellow snakes in the grass, was to think of 
Hamlet moralising at the graveside of 
Ophelia, and hear him establish the iden- 
tity of Yorrick. To get over the stile and 
stumble about inside, was to forget all these 
things and to know Cloon na Morav for 
itself. Who could tell the age of Cloon na 
Morav? The mind could only swoon away 
into mythology, paddle about in the dotage 
of paganism, the toothless infancy of Chris- V 
tianity. How-many generations how many 
septs, how many clans, how many families, 
how many people, had gone into Cloon na 
Morav? The mind could only takg^^vstipg \ 
on the romances of mathematics. The 





ground was billowy, g 
partially suppressed ini 
thirsting, worming, pus 
ing under the sod — had 
A long tough growth of 
end to end, Nature, by 
vouring to control the st 
daring of the insurgents < 
No path here; no plan 
existed ; if there ever he 
other it had been lost, 
and famines and feuds he 
and left it. All claim: 
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Obscure quotations from Scripture were 
sometimes added by way of apology. There 
was an almost unanimous expression of for- 
giveness to the Lord for what had happened 
to the deceased. None of this lack of 
humour in Cloon na Morav. Its monu- 
ments were comparatively few. and such of 
them as it had not swallowed were well 
within the general atmosphere. No obituary 
notice in the place was complete; all were 
either wholly or partially eaten up bv t he 

^ me ' ^he m °numents that had 
made a stout battle for existence were 
pathetic in their futility. The vanity of the 
fashionable of dim ages made one weep. 
Who on earth could have brought in the 
white marble slab to Cloon na Morav? It 
had grown green with shame. Perhaps the 
lettering, once readable upon it. had been 
conscientiously picked out in gold. The 
shrieking winds and the fierce rains of the 
hills alone could tell. Plain heavy stones, 
their shoulders rounded with a chisel, pre- 
sumably to give them some off-handed 
resemblance to humanity, now swooned at 
fantastic angles from their settings, as if the 
people to whose memory they had been 
dedicated had shouldered them away as an 
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impertinence. Other slabs lay in fragments 
on the ground, filling the mind with thoughts 
of Moses descending from Mount Sinai and, 
waxing angry at sight of his followers danc- 
ing about false gods, casting the stone tables 
containing the Commandments to the 
ground, breaking them in pieces — the most 
tragic destruction of a first edition that the 
world has known. Still other heavy square 
dark slabs, surely creatures of a pagan ima- 
gination, were laid flat down on numerous 
short legs, looking sometimes like represen- 
tations of monstrous black cockroaches, and 
again like tables at which the guests of Cloon 
na Morav might sit down, goblin-like, in 
the moon-light, when nobody was looking. 
Most of the legs had given way and the 
tables lay overturned, as if there had been 
a quarrel at cards the night before. Those 
that had kept their legs exhibited great 
cracks or fissures across their backs, like 
slabs of dark ice breaking up. Over by the 
wall, draped in its pattern of dark green 
lichen, certain families of dim ages had 
made an effort to keep up the traditions of 
the Eastern sepulchres. They had showed 
an aristocratic reluctance to take to the com- 
mon clay in Cloon na Morav. They had 
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THE WEAVER’S GRAVE 15 

built low casket-shaped houses against the 
gloomy wall, putting an enormously heavy 
iron door with ponderous iron rings — like 
the rings on a pier by the sea at one end, 
a tremendous lock — one wondered what 
Goliath kept the key — finally cementing the 
whole thing up and surrounding it with 
spiked iron railings. In these contraptions 
very aristocratic families locked up their 
dead as if they were dangerous wild 
animals. But these ancient vanities only 
heightened the general democracy of the 
ground. To prove a traditional right to a 
place in its community was to have the 
bond of your pedigree sealed. The act of 
burial in Cloon na Morav was in itself an 
epitaph. And it was amazing to think 
that there were two people still over the sod 
who had such a right — one Mortimer Hehir/ 
the weaver, just passed away, the other 
Malachi Roohan, a cooper, still breathing. 
When these two survivors of a great gene- 
ration got tucked under the sward of Cloon 
na Morav its terrific history would, for all 
practical purposes, have ended. 




Meehaul Lynskey, the nailer, hitched for- 
ward his bony shoulders and cast his eyes 
over the ground — eyes that were small and 
sharp, but unaccustomed to range over wide 
spaces. The width and the wealth of 
Cloon na Morav were baffling to him. He 
had spent his long life on the look-out for 
one small object so that he might hit it. 
The colour that he loved was the golden 
glowing end of a stick of burning iron; 
wherever he saw that he seized it in a small 
sconce at the end of a long handle, wrenched 
it off by a twitch of the wrist, hit it with a 
flat hammer several deft taps, dropped it 
into a vessel of water, out of which it came 
a cool and perfect nail. To do this thing 
several hundred times six days in the week, 
and pull the chain of a bellows at short 
intervals, Meehaul Lynskey had developed 
an extraordinary dexterity of sight and 
touch, a swiftness of business that no mortal 

n Tmr Ti ‘nrr - ■«- -~r- 
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man could exceed, and so long as he had 
been pitted against nail-makers of flesh and 
blood he had more than held his own; he 
had, indeed, even put up a tremendous but 
an unequal struggle against the competition 
of nail-making machinery. Accustomed as 
he was to concentrate on a single, glowing, 
definite object, the complexity and disorder 
of Cloon na Morav unnerved him. But he 
was not going to betray any of these profes- 
sional defects to Cahir Bowes, the stone- 
breaker. He had been sent there as an 
ambassador by the caretaker of Cloon na 
Morav. picked out for his great age. his local 
knowledge, and his good character, and it 
was his business to point out to the twin 
gravediggers, sons of the caretaker, the 
weaver's grave, so that it might be opened 
to receive him. Meehaul Lynskey had a 
knowledge of the place, and was quite cer- 
tain as to a great number of grave sites, 
while the caretaker, being an official with- 
out records, had a profound ignorance of the 
whole place. 

Cahir Bowes followed the drifting figure 
of the nail-maker over the ground, his face 
hitched up between his shoulders, his eyes 
keen and gray, glint-like as the mountains of 
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stones he had in his day broken up as road 
material. Cahir, no less than Meehaul, had 
his knowledge of Cloon na Morav and some 
of his own people were buried here. His 
sharp, clear eyes took in the various mounds 
with the eye of a prospector. He, too, had 
been sent there as an ambassador, and as 
between himself and Meehaul Lynskey he 
did not think there could be any two opi- 
nions; his knowledge was superior to the 
knowledge of the nailer. Whenever Cahir 
Bowes met a loose stone on the grass quite 
instinctively he turned it over with his stick, 
his sharp old eyes judging its grain with a 
professional swiftness, then cracking at it 
with his stick. If the stick were a hammer 
the stone, attacked on its most vulnerable 
spot, would fall to pieces like glass. In 
stones Cahir Bowes saw not sermons but 
se^ms. Even the headstones he tapped sig- 
nificantly with the ferrule of his stick, for 
Cahir Bowes had an artist’s passion for his 
art, though his art was far from creative. 
He was one of the great destroyers, the 
reducers, the makers of chaos, a powerful 
and remorseless critic of the Stone Age. • ' 
The two old men wandered about Cloon 
na Morav, in no hurry whatever to get 
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U lr j Ugh W ' th lheir businc3s - After all they 
had been a long time pensioned off’, 
forgotten, neglected, by the world. The 
renewed sensation of usefulness w*as pre- 
cious to them. They knew that when this 
business was over they were not likely to be 
m request for anything in this world' again. 

1 hey were ready to oblige the world, but 
the world would have to allow them their 
own time. The world, made up of the two 
grave-diggers and the widow of the weaver, 
gathered all this without any vocal procla- 
mation. Slowly, mechanically as it were, 
they foUowed the two ancients about Cloon 
na Morav And the two ancients wandered 
about with the labour of age and the hearts 
of children. They separated, wandered 
about silently as if they were picking up old 
acquaintances, stumbling upon forgotten 

things, gathering up the threads of days that 
were over, reviving their memories, and then 
drew together, beginning to talk slowly, 
almost casually, and all their talk was of the 
dead, of the people who lay in the ground 
about them. They warmed to it, airing their 
knowledge, calling up names and complica- 
tions of family relationships, telling stories, " 

reviving all virtues, whispering at past Vfp*~ ' 

! Mil. t 
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vices, past vices that did not sound 
like vices at all, for the long years 
are great mitigators and run in splen- 
did harness with the coyest of all the 
virtues, Charity. The whispered scandals 
of Cloon na Morav were seen by the twin 
gravediggers and the widow of the weaver 
through such a haze of antiquity that they 
were no longer scandals but romances. The 
rake and the drab, seen a good way down 
the avenue, merely look picturesque. The 
grave-diggers rested their spades in the 
ground, leaning on the handles in exactly the 
same graveyard pose, and the pale widow 
stood in the background, silent. Vpart, 
patient, and, like all dark, tragic looking 
women, a little mysterious. 

The stonebreaker pointed with his quiver- 
ing stick at the graves of the people whom 
he spoke about. Every time he raised that 
forward support one instinctively looked, 
anxious and fearful, to see if the cjutch were 
secure on the small of the back. Cahir 
Bowes had the sort of shape that made one 
eternally fearful for his equilibrium. The 
nailer, who, like his friend the stonebreaker, 
wheezed a good deal, made short, sharp 
gestures, and always with the right hand; 
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the fingers were hooked in such a way. and 
he shot out the arm in such a manner, that 
they gave the illusion that he held a hammer 
and that it was struck out over a very hot 
Every time Meehaul Lynskey made 
this gesture one expected to see sparks 
Hying. 


“Where are we to bury the weaver?” one 
of the grave-diggers asked at last. 

Both old men laboured around to see 
where the interruption, the impertinence, 
had come from. They looked from one 
twin to the other, with gravity, indeed 
anxiety, for they were not suref which was P 
which* or if there was not some illusion in 
the resemblance, some trick of youth to 
baffle age. 


“Where are we to bury the weaver?” 
the other twin repeated, and the strained 
look on the old men’s faces deepened. 
They were trying to fix in their minds which 
of the twins had interrupted first and which 
last. The eyes of Meehaul Lynskey fixed 
on one twin with the instinct of his trade, 
while Cahir Bowes ranged both and 
eventually wandered to the figure of the 
widow in the background, silently accusing 


rf; 

U 



n 


•TV T 
» r • [ 


99 

i! 


1 1 








1 


r • 


it 

s 


vw- Hi 


tiT f| 

If n il II 


22 THE WEAVER’S GRAVE 

her of impatience in a matter which it would 
be indelicate for her to show haste. 

*' We can’t stay here for ever,” said 
the first twin. 

It was the twin upon whom Meehaul 
Lynskey had fastened his small eyes, and, 
sure of his man this time, Meehaul Lynskey 
hit him. 

” There’s many a better man than you,” 
said Meehaul Lynskey, ” that will stay here 
for ever.” He swept Cloon na Morav with 
the hooked fingers. 

Them that stays in Cloon na Morav for 
ever, said Cahir Bowes with a wheezing 
energy, have nothing to be ashamed of — 
nothing to be ashamed of. Remember that, 
young fellow.” 

Meehaul Lynskey did not seem to like the 
intervention, the help, of Cahir Bowes. It 
was a sort of implication that he had not— 

he, mind you, — had not hit the nail properly 
on the head. 

Well, where are we to bury J?im, any- 
way?” said the twin, hoping to profit by the 
chagrin of the nailer — the nailer who, by 
implication, had failed to nail. 

You II bury him, said Meehaul Lyns- 
key, ” where all belonging to him is buried/* 
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*' We come," said the other twin. " with 
some sort of intention of that kind." He 
- drawled out the words, in imitation of the 
old men. The skin relaxed on his handsome 
dark face and then bunched in puckers of 
humour about the eyes; Meehaui Lynskey's 
gaze, wandering for once, went to the hand- 
some dark face of the other twin and the skin 
relaxed and then bunched in puckers of 
umour about his eyes, so that Meehaui 
Lynskey had an unnerving sensation .hat 

these young grave-diggers were purposely 
confusing him. 

*’ You ’ ,, buf y, he began with some 

vehemence, and was amazed to again find 

Cahir Bowes taking the words out of his 
mouth, snatching the hammer out of his 
hand, so to speak. 

— where you're told to bury him,” 
Gahir Bowes finished for him. 

Meehaui Lynskey was so hurt that his long 
slanting figure moved away down the grave- 
yard, then stopped suddenly. He had deter- 
mined to do a dreadful thing. He had deter- 
mined to do a thing that was worse than 
‘-kicking a crutch from under a cripple’s 
shoulder; that was like stealing the holy 
water out of a room where a man lay dying. 
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He had determined to ruin the last day’s 
amusement on this earth for Cahir Bowes 
and himself by prematurely and basely dis- 
closing the weaver’s grave 1 

* Here,” called back Meehaul Lynskey, 
•** is the weaver’s grave, and here you will 
bury him.” 

All moved down to the spot, Cahir Bowes 
going with extraordinary spirit, the ferrule of 
his terrible stick cracking on the stones he 
met on the way. 

” Between these two mounds,” said 
Meehaul Lynskey, knd already the twins 
raised their twin spades in a sinister move- 
ment, like swords of lancers flashing at a 
drill. 

Between these two mounds,” said 
Meehaul Lynskey, ” is the grave of Mortimer 
Hehir.” 

Hold on !” cried Cahir Bowes. He was 
so eager, so excited, that he struck one of 
the grave-diggers a whack of his stick on the^ 
back. Both grave-diggers swung about to 
him as if both had been hurt by the one 
blow. 

** Easy there,” said the first twin. 

” Easy there,” said the second twin. 

” Easy youjrselves,” cried Cahir Bowes. 
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He wheeled about his now quivering face on 
Meehaul Lynskey. 

What is it you re saying about the spot 

between the mounds?” he demanded. 

“I’m saying.” said Meehaul Lynskey 

vehemently. that it s the weaver’s grave.” 

‘‘What weaver?” asked Cahir Bowes. 

Mortimer Hehir.” replied Meehaul 

Lynskey. ” There's no other weaver in it.” 

“ Was Julia Rafferty a weaver?” 

What Julia Rafferty?” 

“The midwife. God rest her.” 

“ H ° w cou,d sh e be a weaver if she was a 
midwife ?” 

Not a one of me knows. But I’ll tell 
you what I do know and know rightly : that 
it s Julia Rafferty is in that place and no 
weaver at all.” 

Amn’t I telling you it’s the weaver’s 
grave?” 

And amn t I telling you it’s not?” 

That I may be as dead as my father but 
the weaver was buried there.” 

A bone of a weaver was never sunk in it 
as long as weavers was weavers. Full of 
Raffertys it is.” 

^ Alive with weavers it is.” 

“ Heavenlyful Father, was the like ever 
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heard : to say that a grave was alive with 
dead weavers.” 

” It’s full of them — full as a tick.” V/ 

” And the clean grave that Mortimer 
Hehir was never done boasting about — dry 
and sweet and deep and no way bulging at 

all. Did you see the burial of his father 

? • • 

I did, in troth, see the burial of his father 
— forty year ago if it's a day.” 

Forty year ago— it s fifty-one year come 
the sixteenth of May. It s well I remember 
it and it s well I have occasion to remember 
it, for it was the day after that again that 
myself ran away to join the soldiers, my 
aunt hot foot after me, she to be buying me 
out the week, after, I a high-spirited fellow 
morebetoken.” 

Leave the soldiers out of it and leave 

your aunt out of it and stick to the weaver’s 

grave. Here in this place was the last 

weaver buried, and I’ll tell you what’s more. 

In. a straight line with it is the grave of—; ” 

“ A straight line, indeed I Who but 

yourself. Meehaul Lynskey, ever heard of a 

straight line in Cloon na Morav? No such 

thing was ever wanted or ever allowed in 
it.*’ 
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In a straight direct line, measured with 
a rule ” 

“ Measured with crooked, stumbling feet, 
maybe feet half reeling in drink.” 

Can t you listen to me now?” 

I was always a bad warrant to listen to 
anything except sense. Yourself ought to 
be the last man in the world to talk about 
straight lines, you with the sight scattered 
in your head, with the divil of sparks flying 
under your eyes.” 

Don t mind me sparks now, nor me 
sight neither, for in a straight measured 
line with the weaver’s gTave was the grave 
of the Cassidys.” 

What Cassidys?” 

’’The Cassidys that herded for the 
O’Sheas.” 

“Which O’Sheas?” 

O Shea Ruadh of Cappakelly. Don’t 
you know anyone at all. or is it gone en- 
tirely your memory is?” 

“Cappakelly inagh ! And who cares a 
whistle about O’Shea Ruadh, he or his 
seed, breed and generations? It’s a rotten 
lot of Iandgrabbers they were.” 

“Me hand to you on that. Striving ever 
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they were to put their red paws on this bit 
of grass and that perch of meadow.” 

Hungry in themselves even for the cut- 
away bog.” 

And Mortimer Hehir a decent weaver, 
respecting every man’s wool.” 

His forehead pallid with honesty over 
the yam and the loom.” 

If a bit broad-spoken when he came to 
the door for a smoke of the pipe.” 

“Well, there won’t be a mouthful of clay 
between himself and O’Shea Ruadh now.” 

In the end what did O’Shea Ruadh get 
after all his striving?” 

I 11 tell you that. He got what land 
suits a blind fiddler.” 


Enough to pad the crown of the head 
and tap the sole of the foot ! Now you’re 


talking.” 

‘And the devil a word out of him now 
no more than anyone else in Cloon na 
Morav.” 

“It’s easy talking to us all about land 
when ^ we’re packed up in our timber 
boxes.” 

As the weaver was when he got 
sprinkled with the holy water in that 
place.” 
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"As Julia Rafferty was when they read 
the prayers over her in that place, she a 
fine, buxom, cheerful woman in her day. 
with great skill in her business/* 

‘Skill or no skill. I’m telling you she’s 
not^ there, wherever she is.” 

"I suppose you want me to take her up 
m my arms and show her to you?” 

'.' Wt then ’ ind«d. Cahir. 1 do not. 

1 isn t a very handsome pair you would 
make at all, you not able to stand much 
more hardship than Julia herself.” 

From this there developed a slow, 
laboured, aged dispute between the two 
authorities. They moved from grave to 
grave, pitting memory against memory, 
story against story, knocking down reminis- 
cence with reminiscence. arguing in a 
powerful intimate obscurity that no out- 
sider could hope to follow, blasting know- 
ledge with knowledge, until the whole 
place seemed stream with the corpses of 
their arguments. The two grave-diggere 
followed them about in a grim silence: im- 
patience in their movements, their glances; 
the widow keeping track of the grand tour 
with a miserable feeling, a feeling, as site 
after site was rejected, that the tremen- 
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doua exclusiveness of Cloon na Morav 
would altogether push her dead man, the 
weaver, out of his privilege. The dispute 
ended, like all epics, where it began. 
Nothing was established, nothing settled. 
But the two old men were quite exhausted, 
Meehaul Lynskey sitting down on the back 
of one of the monstrous cockroaches, Cahir 
Bowes leaning against a tombstone that was 
half-submerged, its end up like the stem of 
a derelict at sea. Here they sat glaring at 
each other like a pair of grim vultures. 

The two grave-diggers grew restive. 
Their business had to be done. The 
weaver would have to be buried. Time 
pressed. They held a consultation apart. 
It broke up after a brief exchange of views, 
a little laughter. 

“Meehaul Lynskey is right,” said one of 
the twins. 

Meehaul Lynskey ’s face lit up. Cahir 
Bowes looked as if he had been slapped on 
the cheeks. He moved out from his tomb- 
stone. 

“Meehaul Lynskey is right,” repeated 
the other twin. They had decided to 
break up the dispute by taking sides. They 
raised their spades and moved to the site 
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which Meehaui Lynskey had urged upon 
them. 


Don’t touch that place.” Cahir Bowes 
cned raising his stick. He was measuring 
the back of the grave-digger again when 
the man spun round upon him. menace in 
his handsome dark face. 

•• "T°m, h m ? W ' th that s,ick -" c 'ied. 

and i 11 

Some movement in the background, some 
agitation in the widow’s shawl, caused the 
grave-digger’s menace to dissolve, the 
words to die in his mouth, a swift flush 
mounting the man’s face. A faint smile of 
gratitude swept the widow’s face like a 
flash. If was as if she had cried out. ”Ah. 
don’t touch the poor old. cranky fellow ! 
you might hurt him.” And it was as if 
the grave-digger had cried back : ”Hc has 
annoyed me greatly, but I don’t intend to 
hurt him. And since you say so with your 
eyes I won’t even threaten him.” 

Under pressure of the half threat. Cahir 

Bowes shuffled back a little way. striking 

an attitude of feeble dignity, leaning out on 

his stick while the grave-diggers got to 
work. 
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“It's the weaver's grave, surely,” said 
Meehaul Lynskey. 

If it is,” said Cahir Bowes, “remember 
bis father was buried down seven feet. You 
gave into that this morning.” 

“There was no giving in about it,” said 
Meehaul Lynskey. “We all know that one 
of the wonders of Cloon na Morav was the 
burial of the last weaver seven feet, he hav- 
ing left it as an injunction on his family. 
The world knows he went down the seven 
feet.” 

“And remember this,” said Cahir 
Bowes, that Julia Rafferty was buried no 
seven feet. If she is down three feet it’s as 
much as she went.” 

Sure enough, the grave-diggers had not 
dug down more than three feet of ground 
when one of the spades struck hollowly on 
unhealthy timber. The sound was unmis- 
takable and ominous. There was silence 
for a moment. Then Cahir Bowes made a 
sudden short spurt up a mound beside him. 
as if he were some sort of mechanical 
animal wound up, his horizontal back 
quivering. On the mound he made a 
superhuman effort to straighten himself. 
He got his ears and his blunt nose into a 
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considerable elevation. He had not been 
so upright for twenty years. And rais.ng 

' hls Coun,ena nce. he broke into a 

cackle that was certainly; meant to be a 

crow. He glared at Meehaul Lynskey. his 

emotion so great that his eyes swam in a 
watery triumph. 

Meehaul Lynskey had his eyes, as was 
his custom, upon one thing, and that thing 
was the grave, and especially the spot on 
the grave where the spade had struck the 
cofhn. He looked stunned and fearful 
H.s eyes slowly withdrew their gimlet-like 
scrutiny from the spot, and sought the 

triumphant crowing figure of Cahir Bowes 
on the mound. 

Meehaul Lynskey looked as if he would 
ike to say something, but no words came. 
Instead he ambled away, retired from the 
battle, and standing apart, rubbed one leg 

a ^ inst ! he other . above the back of the 
ankles, like some great insect. His hooked 
fingers at the same time stroked the bridge 
orchis nose. He was beaten. 

I suppose it’s not the weaver’s grave.” 
said one of the grave-diggers. Both of 
* •P' °°k e< ^ a * Cahir Bowes. 

“Well, you know it’s not.” said the 
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Btonebreaker. “It’9 Julia Rafferty you 
struck. . She helped many a one into the 
world in her day, and it’s poor recompense 
to her to say she can’t be at rest when she 
left it.” He turned to the remote figure of 
Meehaul Lynskey and cried : ‘‘^Ah-ha, well 
you may rub your ignorant legs. And I’m 
hoping Julia will forgive you this day’s ugly 
work.” 

In silence, quickly, with reverence, the 
twins scooped back the clay over the spot. 
The widow looked on with the same quiet, 
patient, mysterious silence. One of the 
gravediggers turned on Cahir Bowes. 

”1 suppose you know where the weaver’s 
grave is?” he asked. 

Cahir Bowes looked at him with an 
ancient tartness, then said : 

“You suppose 1” 

“Of course, you know where it is.” 

Cahir Bowes looked as if he knew 
where the gates of heaven were, and that 
he might — or might not— enlighten an 
ignorant world. It all depended ! His 
eyes wandered knowingly out over the 
meadows beyond the graveyard. He said : 

“I do know where the weaver's grave 
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“We’ll be very much obliged to you if 
you show it to us.“ 

“Very much obliged,” endorsed the 
other twin. 

The stonebreaker, thus flattered, led the 
way to a new site, one nearer to the wall, 
where were the plagiarisms of the Eastern 
sepulchres. Cahir Bowe9 made little 
journeys about, measuring so many steps 
from one place to another, mumbling ^ 
strange and unintelligible information to 
himself, going through an extraordinary 
geometrical emotion, striking the ground 
hard taps with his stick. 

“Glory be to the Lord,” cried Meehaul 
Lynskey. “he’s like the man they had driv- 
ing the water for the well in the quarry field, 
he whacking the ground with his magic 
hazel wand.” 

Cahir Bowes made no reply. He was too 
absorbed in his own emotion. A limle 
steam was beginning to ascend from his 
brow. He was moving about the ground j t 
like some grotesque spider weaving an in- 
visible web. 

“I suppose now,” said Meehaul Lynskey, 
addressing the marble monument, “that as 
soon as Cahir hits the right spot one of the 
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weavers will turn about below. Or maybe 

he expects one of them to whistle up at 

him out of the ground. That’s it; devil 

a other I When we hear the whistle we’ll 

all know for certain where to bury the 
weaver.” 

Cahir Bowes was contracting his move- 
ments, so that he was now circling about 
the one spot, like a dog going to lie down. 

Meehaul Lynskey drew a little closer, 
watching eagerly, his grim yellow face, 
seared with yellow marks from the fires of 
his workshop, tightened up in a sceptical 
pucker. His half-muttered words were 
bitter with an aged sarcasm. He cried : , 
“Say nothing; he’ll get it yet, will the 
man of knowledge, the know-all, Cahir 
Bowes! Give him time. Give him until 
this day twelve month. Look at that for a 
right-about-tum on the left heel. Isn’t the 
nimbleness of that young fellow a treat to 
see? Are they whistling to you from 
below, . Cahir ? Is it dancing to the 

weaver’s music you are? That’s it. devil 
a other.” 

Cahir Bowes was mapping out a space 
on the grass with his stick. Gradually it 
took, more or less, the outline of a grave 
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site. He took off his hat and mopped his 

steaming brow with a red handkerchief, 
saying : 

"There is the weaver s grave.” 

? Go ^ in Heaven.” cried Meehau! Lyn- 
SKey, “will you look at what he calls the 
weaver's grave? I'll say nothing at all. 
i II hold mv tongue. I'll shut up. Not one 
word will I say about Alick Finlay, the 
mildest man that ever lived, a man full of 
religion, never at the end of his prayers ! 
But, sure, it's the saints of God that get the 
worst of it in this world, and if Alick 
escaped during life, faith he's in for it now. 
with the pirates and the body-snatchers of 
Cloon na Morav on top of him.” 

A corncrake began to sing in the nearby 
meadow, and his rasping notes sounded 
like a queer accompaniment to the words of 
Meehaul Lynskey. The grave-diggers, 
who had gone to work on the Cahir Bowes 
site, laughed a little, one of them looking 
for^a moment at Meehaul Lynskey, saying : 

Listen to that damned old corncrake in 
the meadow! I’d like to put a sod in his 
mouth.” 

The man’s eye went to the widow. She 
showed no emotion one way or the other. 
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and the grave-digger got back to his work. 
Meehaul Lynskey, however, wore the cap. 
He said : 

“To be sure! I’m to sing dumb. I’m 
not to have a word out of me at all. Others 
can rattle away as they like in this place, as 
if they owned it. The ancient good old 
stock is to be nowhere and the scruff of the 
hills let rampage as they will. That’s it, 
devil a other. Castles falling and dunghills 
rising! Well, God be with the good old 
times and the good old mannerly people 
that used to be in it, and God be with Alick 
Finlay, the holiest ’’ 

A sod of earth came through the air from 
the direction of the grave, and, skimming 
Meehaul Lynskey ’s head, dropped some- 
where behind. The corncrake stopped his 
notes in the meadow, and Meehaul Lvn- 
skey stood statuesque in a mute protest, and 
silence reigned in the place while the clay 
sang up in a swinging rhythm from the 
grave. 

Cahir Bowes, watching the operations 
with intensity, said : 

“It was nearly going astray on me.'* 

Meehaul Lynskey gave a little snor^ He 
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“What was?” 

«‘T1 • •• 

1 he weaver s grave. 

“Remember this : the last weaver is 
down seven feet. And remember this : 
Alick Finlay is down less than Julia 
Rafferty.” 

He had no sooner spoken when a fearful 
thing happened. Suddenly out of the soft 
cutting of the earth a spade sounded harsh 
on tinware, there was a crash. less harsh, 
but painfully distinct, as if rotten boards 
were falling together, then a distinct sub- 
sidence of the earth. The work stopped at 
once. A moment’s fearful silence fol- 
lowed. It was broken by a short, dry laugh 
from Meehaul Lynskey. He said : 

“God be merciful to us all ! That’s the 
latter end of Alick Finlay.” 

The two grave-diggers looked at each 
other. The shawl of the widow in the 
background was agitated. One twin said 
to the other : 

“This can’t be the weaver’s grave.** 

The other agreed. They all turned their 
eyes upon Cahir Bowes. He was hanging 
forward in a pained strain, his head quak-*'' 
ing, his fingers twitching on his stick. 
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Meehaul Lynskev turned to the marble 
monument and said with venom : 

“If I was guilty I’d go down on my knees 
and beg God’s pardon. If I didn’t I’d 
know the ghost of Alick Finlay, saint as he 
was, would leap upon me and guzzle me — 
for what right would I have to set anybody 
at him with driving spades when he was 
long years in his grave?” 

Cahir Bowes took no notice. He was 
looking at the ground, searching about, and 
slowly, painfully, began his web-spinning 
again. The grave-diggers covered in the 
ground without a word. Cahir Bowes ap- 
peared to get lost in some fearful maze of 
his own making. A little whimper broke 
from him now and again. The steam from 
his brow thickened in the air, and eventu- 
ally he settled down on the end of a head- 
stone, having got the worst of it. Meehaul 
Lynskey sat on another stone facing him, 
and they glared, sinister and grotesque, at 
each other. 

Cahir Bowes,” said Meehaul Lynskey, 
‘Til tell you what you are, and then you 
can tell me what I am.” 

“Have it whatever way you like,” said 
Cahir Bowes. “What is it that 1 am?” 
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“You're a gentleman, a grand oul* stcne- 
breaking gentleman. That’s what you are. 
devil a other ! “ 

The wrinkles on the withered face of 
Cahir Bowes contracted, his eyes stared 
across at Meehaul Lynskey, and two yellow 
teeth showed between his lips. He 
wheezed : 

“And do you know what you are^“ 

“I don’t." 

’ You’re a nailer, that’s what you are. a 
damned nailer.” 

They glared at each other in a quaking, 
grim silence. 

And it was at this moment of collapse, 
of deadlock, that the widow spoke for the 
first time. At the first sound of her voice 
one of the twins perked his head, his eyes 
going to her face. She said in a tone as 
quiet as her whole behaviour : 

“Maybe I ought to go up to the Tunnel 
Road and ask Malachi Roohan where the 
grave is.** 

They had all forgotten the oldest man of 
them all, Malachi Roohan. He would be the 
last mortal mein to enter Cloon na Morav. 
He had been the great friend of Mortimer 
Hehir, the weaver, in the days that were 
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over, and the whole world knew that Morti- 
mer Hehir s knowledge of Cloon na Morav 
was perfect. Maybe Malachi Roohan 
would have learned a great deal from him. 
And Malachi Roohan, the cooper, was so 
long bed-ridden that those who remembered 
him at all thought of him as a man who 
had died a long time ago. 

“There’s nothing else for it,“ said one of 
the twins, leaving down his spade, and 
immediately the other twin laid his spade 
beside it. 

The two ancients on the headstones said 
nothing. Not even they could raise a voice 
against the possibilities of Malachi Roohan. 
the cooper. By their terrible aged silence 
they gave consent, and the widow turned to 
walk out of Cloon na Morav. One of the 
grave-diggers took out his pipe. The eyes 
of the other followed the widow, he hesi- 
tated. then walked after her. She became 
conscious of the man’s step behind her as 
she got upon the stile, and turned her palely 
sad face upon him. He stood awkwardly, 
his eyes wandering, then said : 

Ask Malachi Roohan where the grave 
is, the exact place.** 

It was to do this the widow was leaving 
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Cloon na Morav; she had just announced 
that she was going to ask Malachi Roohan 
where the grave was. Yet the man’s tone 
was that of one who was giving her extra- 
ordinarily acute advice. There was a little 
half-embarrassed note of confidence in his 
tone. In a dim way the widow thought 
that, maybe, he had accompanied her°to 
the stile in a little awkward impulse of sym- 
pathy. Men were very curious in their 
ways sometimes. The widow was a very 
well-mannered woman, and she tried to 

look as if she had received a very valuable 
direction. She said : 

I will. I’ll put that question to Malachi 
Koohan. 

And then she passed out over the stile. 
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The widow went up the road, and 
beyond it struck the first of the houses of the 
nearby town. She passed through faded 
streets in her quiet gait, moderately grief- 
stricken at the death of her weaver. She 
had been his fourth wife, and the widow- 
hoods of fourth wives had not the rich 
abandon, the great emotional cataclysm, of 
first, or even second, widowhoods. It is a 
little chastened in its poignancy. The 
widow had a nice feeling that it would be 
out of place to give way to any of the char- 
acteristic manifestations of normal widow- 
hood. She shrank from drawing attention 
to the fact that she had been a fourth wife. 
P eople s memories become so extraordi- 
narily acute to family history in times of 
death ! The widow did not care to come 
in as a so<rt of dramatic surprise in the 
gossip of the people about the weaver’s life. 
She had heard snatches of such gossip at 
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the wake the night before. She was be- 
ginning to understand why people love 
wakes and the intimate personalities of 
warehouses. People listen to. remember, 
and believe what they hear at wakes. It is 
more precious to them than anything they 
ever hear in school, church, or playhouse. 
It is hardly because they get certain enter- 
tainment at the wake. It is more because 
the wake is a grand review of family ghosts. 
There one hears all the stories, the little 
flattering touches, the little unflattering 
bitternesses, the traditions, the astonishing 
records, of the clans. The woman with a 
memory speaking to the company from a 
chair beside a laid-out corpse carries more 
authority than the bishop allocuting from 
his chair. The wake is realism. The 
widow had heard a great deal at the wake 
about the clan of the weavers, and noted, 
without expressing any emotion, that she 
had come into the story not like other 
women, for anything personal to her own 
womanhood — for beauty, or high spirit, or 
temper, or faithfulness, or unfaithfulness — 
but simply because she was a fourth wife, 
a kind of curiosity, the back-wash of Morti- 
mer Hehir’s romances. The widow felt a 
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remote sense of injustice in all this. ( She 
had said to herself that widows who had 
been fourth wives deserved more sympathy 
than widows who had been first wives, for 
the simple reason that fourth widows had 
never been, and could never be, first 
wives ! The thought confused her a little, 
and she did not pursue it, instinctively feel- 
ing that if she did accept the conventional 
view of her condition she would only 
crystallise her widowhood into a grievance 
that nobody would try to understand, and 
which would, accordingly, be merely use- 
less. And what was the good of it, any- 
how? The widow smoothed her dark hair 
on each side of her head under her shawl. 

She had no bitter and no sweet memorl 
of the weaver. There was nothing that 
was even vivid in their marriage. She had 
no complaints to make of Mortimer Hehir. 
He had not come to her in any fiery love 
impulse. It was the marriage of an old 
man with a woman years younger. She 
had recognised him as an old man from first 
to last, a man who had already been thrice 
through a wedded experience, and her 
temperament, naturally calm, had met his 
half-stormy, half-petulant character, with- 
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out suffering any sort of shock. The 
weaver had tried to keep up to the illusion 
of a perennial youth by dyeing his hair, and 
marrying one wife as soon as possible after 
another. The fourth wife had come to him 
late in life. She had a placid understand- 
ing that she was a mere flattery to the 
weaver’s truculent egoism. } 

These thoughts, in some shape or other, 
occupied, without agitating, the mind of the 
widow as she passed a dark shadowy figure 
through streets that were clamorous in their 
quietudes, painful in their lack of all the 
purposes for which streets have ever been 
created. Her only emotion was one which 
she knew to be quite creditable to her situa- 
tion : a sincere desire to see the weaver 
buried m the grave to which the respecta- 
bility of his family and the claims of his 
ancient house fully and fairly entitled him 
to. The proceedings in Cloon na Morav 
had been painful, even tragical, to the 
widow. The weavers had always been 
great authorities and zealous guardians of 
She ancient burial place. This function 
had been traditional and voluntary with 
them. This was especially true of the last 
of them, Mortimer Hehir. He had been / 
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the greatest of all authorities on the burial 
places of the local clans. His knowledge 
was scientific. He had been the grand 
savant of Cloon na Morav. He had policed 
the place. Nay, he had been its tyrant. 
He had over and over again prevented 
terrible mistakes, complications that would 
have appalled those concerned if they were 
not beyond all such concerns. The widow 
of the weaver had often thought that in his 
day Mortimer Hehir had made his solicita- 
tion for the place a passion, unreasonable, 
almost violent. They said that all this had 
sprung from a fear that had come to him in 
his early youth that through some blunder 
an alien, an inferior, even an enemy, might 
come to find his way into the family burial 
place of the weavers. This fear had made 
him what he was. And in his later years 
his pride in the family burial place became 
a worship. His trade had gone down, and 
his pride had gone up. The burial ground 
in Cloon na Morav was the grand proof of 
his aristocracy. That was the coat-of- 
arms, the estate, the mark of high breeding, 
in the weavers. And now the man who 
had minded everybody’s grave had not 
been able to mind his own. The widow 
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thought that it was one of those injustices 
which blacken the reputation of the whole 
earth. She had felt, indeed, that she had 
been herself slack not to have learned long 
ago the lie of thi9 precious grave from the 
weaver himself ; and that he himself had 
been slack in not properly instructing her. 
But that was the way in this miserable 
world ! In hi3 passion for classifying the 
rights of others, the weaver had obscured 
his own. In his long and entirely success- 
ful battle in keeping alien corpses out of his 
own aristocratic pit he had made his own 
corpse alien to every pit in the place. The 
living high priest was the dead pariah of 
Cloon na Morav. Nobody could now tell 
except, perhaps, Malachi Roohan, the pre- 
cise spot which he had defended against 
the blunders and confusions of the entire 
community, a dead-forgetting, indifferent, 
slack lot I 

The widow tried to recall all she had ever 
heard the weaver say about his grave, in the 
hope of getting some clue, something that 
might be better than the scandalous scatter- 
brained efforts of Meehaul Lynskey and 


Cahir Bowes. She remembered various fc. 
detached things that the weaver, a talkative 
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man, had said about his grave. Fifty years 
ago since that grave had been last opened, 
and it had then been opened to receive the 
remains of his father. It had been 
thirty years previous to that since it 
had taken in his father, that is, the 
newly dead weaver’s father’s father. The 
weavers were a long-lived lot, and there 
were not many males of them ; one son was 
as much as any one of them begot to pass 
to the succession of the loom; if there were 
daughters they scattered, and their graves 
were continents apart. The three wives of 
the late weaver were buried in the new 
cemetery. The widow remembered that 
the weaver seldom spoke of them, and took 
no interest in their resting place. His 
heart was in Cloon na Morav and the sweet, 
dry, deep aristocratic bed he had there in 
reserve for himself. But all his talk had 
been generalisation!. He had never, that 
the widow qould recall, said anything about 
the site, about the signs and measurements 
by which it could be identified. No doubt, 
it had been well known to many people, 
but they had all died. The weaver had 
never realised what their slipping away 
might mean to himself. The position of 
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the grave was so intimate to his own mind 
that it never occurred to him that it could 
be obscure to the minds of others. Morti- 
mer Hehir had passed away like some 
learned and solitary astronomer who had 
discovered a new star, hugging its beauty, 
its exclusiveness, its possession to his heart, 
secretly rejoicing how its name would travel 
with his own through heavenly space for 
all time — and forgetting to mark its place 
among the known stars grouped upon his 
charts. Meehaul Lynskey and Cahir 
Bowes might now be two seasoned astrono- 
mers of venal knowledge looking for the 
star which the weaver, in his love for it. had 
let slip upon the mighty complexity of the 
skies. 

The thing that is clearest to the mind of a 
man is often the thing that is most opaque 
to the intelligence of his bosom companion. 
A saint may walk the earth in the simple 
belief that all the world beholds his glowing 
halo; but all the world does not: if it did 
the saint would be stoned. And Mortimer 
Hehir had been as innocently proud of his 
grave as a saint might be ecstatic of his 
halo. He believed that when the time 
came he would get a royal funeral — a 
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funeral fitting to the last of the line of great 
Cloon na Morav weavers. Instead of that 
they had no more idea of where to bury 
him than if he had been a wild tinker of the 
roads. 

The widow, thinking of these things in her 
own mind, was about to sigh when, behind 
a window pane, she heard the sudden 
bubble of a roller canary’s song. She had 
reached, half absent-mindedly, the home of 
Malachi Roohan, the cooper. 




The widow of the weaver approached the 
door of Malachi Roohan's house with an 
apologetic step, pawing the threshold a little 
in the jnanner of peasant women — a 
mannerism picked up from shy animals — 
before she stooped her head and made her 
entrance. 

Malachi Roohan’s daughter withdrew 
from the fire a face which reflected the 
passionate soul of a cook. The face cooled 
as the widow disclosed her business. 

“I wouldn’t put it a-past my father to 
have knowledge of the grave,” said the 
daughter of the house, adding, ‘'The Lord 
a mercy on the weaver.” 

She led the widow into the presence of 
the cooper. 

The room was small and low and stuffy, 
indifferently served with light by an un- 
openable window. There was the smell of 
old age, of decay, in the room. It brought 
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almost a sense of faintness to the widow. 
She had the feeling that God had made her 
to move in the ways of old men — passionate, 
cantankerous, egoistic old men, old men 
for whom she was always doing something, 
always remembering things, from missing 
buttons to lost graves. 

Her eyes sought the bed of Malachi Roo- 
han with an unemotional, quietly sceptical 
gaze. But she did not see anything of the 
cooper. The daughter leaned over the bed, 
listened attentively, and then very deftly 
turned down the clothes, revealing the bust 
of Malachi Roohan. The widow saw a 
weird face, not in the least pale or lined, 
but ruddy, with a mahogany bald head, a 
head upon which the leathery skin — for 
there did not seem any flesh — hardly con- 
cealed the stark outlines of the skull. From 
the chin there strayed a grey beard, the 
most shaken and whipped-looking begird 
that the widow had ever seen; it was, in 
truth, a very miracle of a beard, for one 
wondered how it had come there, and 
having come there, how it continued to 
hang on, for there did not seem anything 
to which it could claim natural allegiance. 
The widow was as much astonished at this 
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beard as if she saw a plant growing in a 
pot without soil. Through its gaps she 
could see the leather of the skin, the bones 
of a neck, which was indeed a neck. Over 
this head and shoulders the cooper’s 
daughter bent and shouted into a crumpled 
ear. A little spasm of life stirred in the 
mummy. A low, mumbling sound came 
from the bed. The widow was already be- 
ginning to feel that, perhaps, she had done 
wrong in remembering that the cooper was 
still extant. But what else could she have 
done ? If the weaver was buried in a 
wrong grave she did not believe that his 
soul would ever rest in peace. And what 
could be more dreadful than a soul wander- 
ing on the howling winds of the earth ? The 
weaver would grieve, even in heaven, for 
his grave, grieve, maybe, as bitterly as a 
saint might grieve who had lost his halo 
He was a passionate old man, such an old 
man as would have a turbulent spirit. He 

would surely . The widow stifled the 

thoughts that flashed into her mind. She 
was no more superstitious than the rest of 

us, but . These vague and terrible 

fears, and her moderately decent sorrow, 
were alike banished from her mind by what 
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followed. The mummy on the bed came 
to life. And, what was more, he did it 
himself. His daughter looked on with the 
air of one whose sensibilities had become 
blunted by a long familiarity with the 
various stages of his resurrections. The 
widow gathered that the daughter had been 
well drilled; she had been taught how to 
keep her place. She did not tender the 
slightest help to her father as he drew him- 
self together on the bed. He turned over 
on his side, then on his back, and stealthily 
began to insinuate his shoulder blades on 
the pillow, pushing up his weird head to the 
streak of light from the little window. The 
widow had been so long accustomed to 
assist the aged that she made some involun- 
tary movement of succour. Some half-seen 
gesture by the daughter, a sudden lifting of 
the eyelids on the face of the patient, dis- 
closing a pair of blue eyes, gave the widow 
instinctive pause. She remained where she 
was, aloof like the daughter of the house. 
And as she caught the blue of Malachi 
Roohan’s eyes it broke upon the widow that 
here in the essence of the cooper there lived 
a spirit of extraordinary independence. 
Here, surely, wa9 a man who had been 
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accustomed to look out for himself, who re- 
sented the attentions, even in these days of 
his flickering consciousness. Up he 
wormed his shoulder blades, his mahogany 
skull, his leathery skin, his sensational eves, 
his miraculous beard, to the light and to the 
full view of the visitor. At a certain stage 
of the resurrection — when the cooper had 
drawn two long, stringy arms from under 
the clothes — his daughter made a drilled 
movement forward, seeking something in 
the bed. The widow saw her discover the 
end of a rope, and this she placed in the 
hands of her indomitable father. The other 
end of the rope was fastened to the iron 
rail of the foot of the bed. The sinews 
of the patient’s hands clutched the rope, 
and slowly, wonderfully, magically, as it 
seemed to the widow, the coopej raised 
himself to a sitting posture in the bed. 
There was dead silence in the room except 
for the laboured breathing of the performer. 
The eyes of the widow blinked. Yes, there 
was that ghost of a man hoisting himself up 
from the dead on a length of rope reversing 
the usual procedure. By that length of 
rope did the cooper hang on to life, and the 
effort of life. It represented his connection 
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with the world, the world which had for- 
gotten him, which marched past his win- 
dow outside without knowing the stu- 
pendous thing that went on in his room. 
There he was, sitting up in the bed, restored 
to view by his own unaided efforts, holding 
his grip on life to the last. It cost him 
something to do it, but he did it. It would 
take him longer and longer every day to 
grip along that length of rope ; he would 
fail ell by ell. sinking back to the last help- 
lessness on his rope, descending into eter- 
nity as a vessel is lowered on a rope into a 
dark, deep we 1 .!. But there he was now, 
still able for his work, unbeholding to all. 
self-dependent and alive, looking a little 
vaguely with his blue eyes at the widow of 
the weaver. His daughter swiftly and 
quietly propped pillows at his back, and she 
did it with the air of one who was allowed 
a special privilege. 

Nani” called the old man to his 
daughter. 

The widow, cool-tempered as she was, 
almost jumped on her feet. The voice was 
amazingly powerful. It was like a shout, 
filling the little room with vibrations. For 
four things did the widow ever after remem- 
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ber M a lac hi Roohan— for his rope, his blue 
eyes his powerful voice, and his magic 
beard They were thrown on the back- 
ground of his skeleton in powerful relief. 

Yes. father.” his daughter replied, 
shouting into his ear. He was apparently 
very deaf. This infirmity came upon the 
widow with a shock. The cooper was full 
of physical surprises. 

Who s this one?” the cooper shouted, 
looking at the widow. He had the belief 
that he was delivering an aside. 

Mrs. Hehir.” 

Mrs. Hehir what Hehir would she 

be ? 

"The weaver’s wife.” 

"The weaver? Is it Mortimer Hehir?” 
Yes, father.” 


"In troth I know her. She's Delia Mor- 
nssey, that married the weaver; Delia 


- • -- weaver; Uc 

Morrissey that he followed to Munster, a 
raving lunatic with the dint of love.” 

A hot wave of embarrassment swept the 

"" J r L F ° r 3 moment she bought the 

mind of the cooper was wandering. Then 
she remembered that the maiden name of 
the weaver's first wife was. indeed. Delia 
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Morrissey. She had heard it, by chance, 
once or twice. 

Isn t it Delia Morrissey herself we have 
in it?” the old man asked. 

The widow whispered to the daughter : 

“Leave it so.“ 

She shrank from a difficult discussion 
with the spectre on the bed on the family 
history of the weaver. A sense of shame 
came to her that she could be the wife to a 


contemporary of this astonishing old man 
holding on to the life rope. 

1 m out 1 shouted Malachi Roohan, his 
r. : blue eyes lighting suddenly. “Delia Mor- 

‘i 1 rissey died. She was one day eating her 

dinner and a bone stuck in her throat. The 
weaver clapped her on the back, but it was 
all to no good. She choked to death before 
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his eyes on the floor. I remember that. 
And the weaver himself near died of grief 
after. But he married secondly. Who’s 
this he married secondly, Nan?” 

Nan did not know. She turned to the 
widow for enlightenment. The widow 
moistened her lips. She had to concen- 
trate her thoughts on a subject which, for 
her own peace of mind, she had habitually 
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avoided. She hated genealogy. She said 
a little nervously : 

Sara MacCabe/* 

The cooper's daughter shouted the name 
into his ear. 

"So you're Sally MacCabe. from Loos- 
caun, the one Mortimer took off the black- 
smith? Well. well, that was a great busi- 
ness surely, the pair of them hot-tempered 

men, and your own beauty going to their 
heads like strong drink.” 

He looked at the widow. a half-sceptical, 
half-admiring expression flickering across 
the leathery face. It was such a look as he 
might have given to Dergorvilla of Leinster. 
De.rdre of Uladh. or Helen of Troy. 

The widow was not the notorious Sara 
MacCabe from Looscaun ; that lady had 
been the second wife of the weaver. It was 
said they had led a stormy life, made up of 
passionate quarrels and partings, and still 
more passionate reconciliations. Sara 
MacCabe from Looscaun not having quite 
forgotten or wholly neglected the black- 
smith after her marriage to the weaver. But 
the widow again only whispered to the 
cooper’s daughter : 

“Leave it so.” 
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“What way is Mortimer keeping?” asked 
the old man. 

“He’s dead,” replied the daughter. 

The fingers of the old man quivered on 
the rope. 

“Dead? Mortimer Hehir dead?” he 
cried. “What in the name of God hap- 
j pened him?” 

Nan did not know what happened him. 
She knew that the widow would not mind, 
so, without waiting for a prompt, she 
replied : 

“A weakness came over him, a sudden 
weakness.” 

“To think of a man being whipped off 
all of a sudden like that !’’ cried the cooper. 
“When that’s the way it was with Mortimer 
Hehir what one of us can be sure at all? 
Nan, none of us is sure 1 To think of the 
weaver, with his heart as strong as a bull, 
going off in a little weakness ! It’s the trea- 
cherous world we live in, the treacherous 
world, surely. Never another yard of tweed 
will he put up on his old loom ! Morty. 
Morty, you were a good companion, a great 
warrant to walk the hills, whistling the 
tunes, pleasant in your conversation and as 
broad-spoken as the Bible." 
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“Did you know the weaver well, father?” 
the daughter asked. 

“Who better?” he replied. “Who 
drank more pints with him than what 
myself did ? And indeed it s to his wake 
I’d be setting out, and it’s under his coffin 
my shoulder would be going, if I wasn’t 
confined to my rope.” 

He bowed his head for a few moments. 
The two women exchanged a quick, sym- 
pathetic glance. 

The breathing of the old man was the 
breathing of one who slept. The head 
sank lower. 

The widow said • 

“You ought to make him lie down. He’s 

tired.” 

The daughter made some movement of 
dissent; she was afraid to interfere. Maybe 
the cooper could be very violent if roused. 
After a time he raised his head again. He 
looked in a new mood. He was fresher, 
more wideawake. His beard hung in wisps 
to the bedclothes. 

“Ask him about the grave,” the widow 
said. 

The daughter hesitated a moment, and in 
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that moment the cooper looked up as if he 
had heard, or partially heard. He said : 

“If you wait a minute now I'll tell you 
what the weaver was.” He stared for 
some seconds at the little window. 

Oh, we 11 wait, said the daughter, and 
turning to the widow, added, “Won’t we, 
Mrs. Hehir?" 

“Indeed we will wait,” said the widow. 

“The weaver.” said the old man sud- 
denly, “was a dream." 

He turned his head to the women to see 
how they had taken it. 

Maybe,” said the daughter, with a little 
touch of laughter, “Maybe Mrs. Hehir 
would not give into that." 

The widow moved her bands uneasily 
under her shawl. She stared a little fear- 
fully at the cooper. His blue eyes were 
clear as lake water over white sand. 

“Whether she gives into it, or whether 
she doesn’t give into it," said Malachi Roo- 
han, it s a dream Mortimer Hehir was. 
And his loom, and his shuttles, and his 
warping bars, and his bobbin, and the 
threads that he put upon the shifting racks, 
were all a dream. And the only thing he 
ever wove upon his loom was a dream." 
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The old man smacked his lips, his hard 
gums whacking. His daughter looked at 
him with her head a little to one side. 

.. And what's more." said the cooper. 

every woman that ever came into his head, 
and every wife he married, was a dream. 
I'm telling you tha‘. Nan. and I’m telling 
it to you of the weaver. His life was a 
dream, and his death is a dream. And his 
widow there is a dream. And all the world 
is a dream. Do you hear me. Nan. this 
world is all a dream?” 

"I hear you very well, father," the 
daughter sang in a piercing voice. 

The cooper raised his head with a jerk, 
and his beard swept forward, giving him 
an appearance of vivid energy. He spoke 
in a voice like a trumpet blast : 

And I m a dream!" 

He turned his blue eyes on the widow. 
An unnerving sensation came to her. The 
cooper was the most dreadful old man she 
had ever seen, and what he was saying 
sounded the most terrible thing she had ever 
listened to. He cried : 

"The idiot laughing in the street, the 
King looking at his crown, the woman turn- 
ing her head to the sound of a man’s step. 
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the bells ringing in the belfry, the man walk- 
ing his land, the weaver at his loom, the 
cooper handling his barrel, the Pope stoop- 
ing for his red slippers — they’re all a dream. 
And I’ll tell you why they’re a dream : be- 
cause this world was meant to be a dream.” 

“Father,” said the daughter, “you’re 
talking too much. You’ll over-reach your- 
self.” 

The old man gave himself a little pull on 
the rope. It was his gesture of energy, a 
demonstration of the fine fettle he was in. 
He said : 

“You’re saying that because you don’t 
understand me.” 

“I understand you very well.” 

“You only think you do. Listen to me 
now. Nan. 1 want you to do something for 
me. You won’t refuse me?” 

“I will not refuse you, Father; you know 
very well I won’t.” 

“You’re a good daughter to me, surely, 
Nan. And do what I tell you now. Shut 
close your eyes. Shut them fast and tight. 
No fluttering of the lids now.” 

“Very well. Father.” 

The daughter closed her eyes, throwing 
up her face in the attitude of one blind. 
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The widow was conscious of the woman’s 
strong, rough features, something good- 
natured in the line of the large mouth. The 
old man watched the face of his daughter 
with excitement. He asked : 

‘‘What is it that you see now. Nan>" 
“Nothing at all. Father.” 

In troth you do. Keep them closed 
tight and you’ll see it." 

“I see nothing only " 

“Only what ? Why don’t you say it?" 
“Only darkness. Father." 

“And isn’t that something to see? Isn’t 

it easier to see darkness than to see light? 

Now, Nan, look into the darkness.’’ 

“I’m looking, Father." 

And think of something — anything at 

a Jl — jj* e stool before the kitchen fire out- 
side." 


“I’m thinking of it." 

"And do you remember it?" 
“I do well." 



“And when you remember it what do 
you want to do— sit on it. maybe?" 

| “No, Father." 

j “And why wouldn’t you want to sit on 
it?" 
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“Because — because I’d like to see it first, 
to make sure.” 

The old man gave a little crow of delight. 
He cried : 

“There it is! You want to make sure 
that it is there, although you remember it 
well. And that is the way with everything 
in this world. People close their eyes and 
they are not sure of anything. They want 
to see it again before they believe. There 
is Nan, now, and she does not believe in 
the stool before the fire, the little stool she’s 
looking at all her life, that her mother used 
to seat her on before the fire when she was 
a small child. She closes her eyes, and it 
is gone 1 And listen to me now, Nan — if 
you had a man of your own and you closed 
your eyes you wouldn’t be too sure he was 
the man you remembered, and you’d want 
to open your eyes and look at him to make 
sure he was the man you knew before the 
lids dropped on your eyes. And if you had 
children about you and you turned your 
back and closed your eyes and tried to re- 
member them you’d want to look at them to 
make sure. You’d be no more sure of 
them than you are now of the stool in the 
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kitchen. One flash of the eyelids and 
everything in this world is gone." 

"I'm telling you. Father, you’re talking 
too much." 

1 m not talking half enough. Aren’t 
we all uneasy about the world, the things in 
the world that we can only believe in while 
we’re looking at them? From one season 
of our life to another haven’t we a kind of 
belief that some time we’ll waken up and 
find everything different? Didn’t you ever 
feel that. Nan? Didn t you think things 
would change, that the world would be a 
new place altogether, and that all that was 
going on around us was only a business 
that was doing us out of something else? 
We put up with it while the little hankering 
is nibbling at the butt of our hearts for the 
something else 1 All the men there be who 
believe that some day The Thing will 
happen, that they’ll turn round the comer 
and waken up in the new great Street!” 

And sure,” said the daughter, "maybe 
they are right, and maybe they will waken 

• t 

up. 

The old man’s body was shaken with a 
queer spasm of laughter. It began under 
the clothes on the bed, worked up his trunk, 
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ran along his stringy arms, out into the 
rope, and the iron foot of the bed rattled. 
A look of extraordinarily malicious humour 
lit up the vivid face of the cooper. The 
widow beheld him with fascination, a grow- 
ing sense of alarm. He might say any- 
thing. He might do anything. He might 
begin to sing some fearful song. He might 
leap out of bed. 

“Nan,” he said, “do you believe you’ll 
swing round the comer and waken up?” 

“Well,” Sciid Nan, hesitating a little, “I 
do.” 

The cooper gave a sort of peacock crow 
again. He cried : 

“Och ! Nan Roohan believes she’ll waken 
up ! Waken up from what? From a sleep 
and from a dream, from this world 1 Well, 
if you believe that. Nan Roohan, it shows 
you know what’s what. You know what 
the thing around you, called the world, is. 
And it’s only dreamers who can hope to 
waken up — do you hear me. Nan; it’s only 
dreamers who can hope to waken up.” 

“I hear you,” said Nan. 

“The world is only a dream, and a dream 
is nothing at all l ,We all want to waken 
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U P ou | °f the great nothingness of this 
world. ” 

^ And, please God, we will," said Nan. 

You can tell all the world from me." 
said the cooper, "that it won't." 

"And why won’t we. Father?" 

Because, said the old man. "we our- 
selves are the dream. When we’re over the 
dream is over with us. That’s why." 

Father, said the daughter, her head 
again a little to one side, "you know a great 
deal.” 

'I know enough,” said the cooper 
shortly. 

And maybe you could tell us something 
about the weaver’s grave. Mrs. Hehir 
wants to know." 

And amn t I after telling you all about 
the weaver’s grave? Amn't I telling you 
it is all a dream?” 

"You never said that. Father. Indeed 
you never did." 

"1 said everything in this world is a 
dream, and the weaver’s grave is in this 
world, below in Cloon na Morav." 

Where in Cloon na Morav ? What part 
of it. Father? That is what Mrs. Hehir 
wants to know. Can you tell her?" 
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*’I can tell her,” said Malachi Roohan. 
”1 was at his father’s burial. I remember 
it above all burials, because that was the 
day the handsome girl. Honor Costello, fell 
over a grave and fainted. The sweat broke 
out on young Donohoe when he saw Honor 
Costello tumbling over the grave. Not a 
marry would he marry her after that, and 
he sworn to it by the kiss of her lips. ‘I’ll 
marry no woman that fell on a grave, says 
Donohoe. ‘She’d maybe have a child by 
me with tumed-in eyes or a twisted limb. 
So he married a farmer’s daughter, and the 
same morning Honor Costello married a 
cattle drover. Very well, then. Donohoe’s 
wife had no child at all. She was a barren 
woman. Do you hear me. Nan? A 
barren woman she was. And such childer 
as Honor Costello had by the drover ! 
Yellow hair they had, heavy as seaweed, 
the skin of them clear as the wind, and 
limbs as clean as a whistle 1 It was said 
the drover was of the blood of the Danes, 
and it broke out in Honor Costello’s 
family I” 

“Maybe,” said the daughter, “they were 
Vikings.” 

“What are you saying?” cried the old 



THE WEAVER'S GRAVE 


man testily. "Ain't 1 telling you it’s Danes 
they were. Did anyone ever hear a greater 
miracle ?” 

"No one ever did," said the daughter, 
and both women clicked their tongues to 
express sympathetic wonder at the tale. 

"And I’ll tell you what saved Honor Cos- 
tello," said the cooper. "When she fell 
in Cloon na Morav she turned her cloak 
inside out." 

"What about the weaver's grave. 
Father? Mrs. Hehir wants to know." 

The old man looked at the widow ; his 
blue eyes searched her face and her figure ; 
the expression of satirical admiration flashed 
over his features. The nostrils of the nose 
twitched. He said : 

"So that’s the end of the 6tory ! Sally 
MacCabe, the blacksmith’s favourite, wants 
to know where she’ll sink the weaver out of 
sight ! Great battles were fought in Loos- 
caun over Sally MacCabe 1 The weaver 
thought his heatt would burst, and the 
blacksmith damned his soul for the sake of 
Sally MacCabe’s idle hours." 

"Father,” said the daughter of the house, 
"let the dead rest." 

"Ay,** said Malachi Roohan, "let the 
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foolish dead rest. The dream of Looscaun 
is over. And now the pale woman is look- 
ing for the black weaver’s grave. Well, 
good luck to herl” 

The cooper was taken with another spasm 
of grotesque laughter. The only difference 
was that this time it began by the rattling 
of the rail of the bed, travelled along the 
rope, down his stringy arms dying out 
somewhere in his legs in the bed. He 
smacked his lips, a peculiar harsh sound, as 
if there was not much meat to it. 

“Do I know where Mortimer Hehir’s 
grave is?” he said ruminatingly. “Do I 
know where me rope is?” 

“Where is it, then?” his daughter asked. 
Her patience was great. 

“I’ll tell you that," said the cooper. “It's 
under the elm tree of Cloon na Morav. 
That’s where it is surely. There was 
never a weaver yet that did not find rest 
under the elm tree of Cloon na Morav. 
There they all went as surely as the buds 
came on the branches. Let Sally MacCabe 
put poor Morty there ; let her give him a tear 
or two in memory of the days that his heart 
was ready to burst for her, and believe you 
me no ghost will ever haunt her. No dead 
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man ever yet came back to look upon a 
woman I ” 

A furtive sigh escaped the widow. With 
her handkerchief she wiped a little perspira- 
tion from both sides of her nose. The old 
man wagged his head sympathetically. He 
thought she was the long dead Sally 
MacCabe lamenting the weaver ! The 
widow a emotion arose from relief that the 
mystery of the grave had at last been cleared 
up. Yet her dealings with old men had 
taught her caution. Quite suddenly the 
memory of the handsome dark face of the 
grave-digger who had followed her to the 
stile came back to her. She remembered 
that he said something about ** the exact 
position of the grave.” The widow 
prompted yet another question : 

"What position under the elm tree?” 

The old man listened to the question ; a 
strained look came into his face. 

"Position of what?” he asked. 

Of the grave.” 

Of what grave?” 

"The weaver’s grave.” 

Another spasm seized the old frame, but 
this time it came from no aged merriment. 

It gripped his skeleton and shook it. It was 
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as if some invisible powerful hand had sud- 
denly taken him by the back of the neck 
and shaken him. His knuckles rattled on 
the rope. They had an appalling sound. A 
horrible feeling came to the widow that the 
cooper would fall to pieces like a bag of 
bones. He turned his face to his daughter. 
Great tears had welled into the blue eyes, 
giving them an appearance of childish petu- 
lance, then of acute suffering. 

“What are you talking to me of graves 
for?” he asked, and the powerful voice 
broke. “Why will you be tormenting me 
like this? It’s not going to die I am, is it? 
Is it going to die 1 am. Nan? 

The daughter bent over him as she might 
bend over a child. She said : 

“Indeed, there’s great fear of you. Lie 
down and rest yourself. Fatigued out and 
out you are.'* 

The grip slowly slackened on the rope. 
He sank back, quite helpless, a little 
whimper breaking from him. The daughter 
stooped lower, reaching for a pillow that 
had fallen in by the wall. A sudden sharp 
snarl sounded from the bed, and it dropped 
from her hand. 

“Don’t touch me!” the cooper cried. 
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The voice was again restored, powerful in 
its command . And to the amazement of 
the widow she saw him again grip along 
the rope and rise in the bed. 

Amn't I tired telling you not to touch 
me? he cried. ’’Have I any business talk- 
ing to you at all ? Is it gone my authority is 
in this house ?” 

He glared at his daughter, his eyes red 
with anger, like a dog crouching in his 
kennel, and the daughter stepped back, a 
wry smile on her large mouth. The widow 
stepped back with her, and for a moment 
he held the women with their backs to the 
wall by his angry red eyes. Another growl 
and the cooper sank back inch by inch on 
the rope. In all her experience of old men 
the widow had never seen anything like 
this old man ; his resurrections and his 
collapse. When he was quite down the 
daughter gingerly put the clothes over his 
shoulders and then beckoned the widow out 
of the room. 

The widow left the house of Malachi 
Roohan, the cooper, with the feeling that 
she had discovered the grave of an old man 
by almost killing another. 
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The widow walked along the streets, out- 
wardly calm, inwardly confused. Her first 
thought was “the day is going on me!" 
There were many things still to be done at 
home ; she remembered the weaver lying 
there, quiet at last, the candles lighting 
about him, the brown habit over him, a 
crucifix in his hands — everything as it 
should be. It seemed ages to the widow 
since he had really fallen ill. He was very 
exacting and peevish all that time. His 
death agony had been protracted, almost 
melodramatically violent. A few times the 
widow had nearly run out of the house, leav- 
ing the weaver to fight the death battle 
alone. But her commonsense, her good 
nerves, and her religious convictions, had 
stood to her, and when she put the pennies 
on the weaver’s eyes she was glad she had 
done her duty to the last. She was glad 
now that she had taken the search for the 
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grave out of the hands of Meehaul Lynskey 
and Cahir Bowes ; Malachi Roohan had 
been a sight, and she would never forget 
him, but he had known what nobody else 
knew. The widow, as she ascended a little 
upward sweep of the road to Cloon na 
Morav. noted that the sky beyond it was 
more vivid, a red band of light having struck 
across the grey blue, just on the horizon. 
Up against this red background was the 
dark outline of landscape, and especially 
Cloon na Morav. She kept her eyes upon 
it as she drew nearer. Objects that were 
vague on the landscape began to bulk up 
with more distinction. 

She noted the back wall of Cloon na 
Morav, its green lichen more vivid under 
the red patch of the skyline. And pre- 
sently, above the green wall, black against 
the vivid sky. she saw elevated the bulk of 
one of the black cockroaches. On it were 
perched two drab figures, so grotesque, so 
still, that they seemed part of the thing itself. 
One figure was sloping out from 
the end of the tombstone so 
curiously that for a moment the 
widow thought it was a man who had 
reached down from the table to see what 
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was under it. At the other end of the table 
was a slender warped figure, and as the 
widow gazed upon it she saw a sign of ani- 
mation. The head and face, bleak in their 
outlines, were raised up in a gesture of 
despair. The face was turned flush against 
the sky, so much so that the widow’s eyes 
instinctively sought the sky too. Above the 
slash of red, in the west, was a single star, 
flashing so briskly and so freshly that it 
might have never shone before. For all the 
widow knew, it might have been a young 
star frolicking in the heavens with all the 
joy of youth. Weis that, she wondered, at 
what the old man, Meehaul Lynskey, was 
gazing. He was very, very old, and the 
star was very, very young 1 Was there 
some protest in the gesture of the head he 
raised to that thing in the sky; was there 
some mockery in the sparkle of the thing 
of the sky for the face of the man ? Why 
should a star be always young, a man aged 
so soon ? Should not a man be greater than 
j a star? Was it this Meehaul Lynskey was 
thinking? The widow could not say, but 
something in the thing awed her. She had 
i the sensation of one who surprises a man in 
some act that lifts him above the common- 
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places of existence. It was as if Meehaul 
Lynskey were discovered prostrate before 
some altar, in the throes of a religious 
agony. Old men were, the widow felt, 
very, very strange, and she did not know 
that she would ever understand them. As 
•he looked at the bleak head of Meehaul 
Lynskey up, against the vivid patch of the 
«ky, she wondered if there could really be 
something in that head which would make 
him as great as a star, immortal as a star? 
Suddenly Meehaul Lynskey made a move- 
ment. The widow saw it quite distinctly. 
She saw the arm raised, the hand go out, 
with its crooked fingers, in one, two, three 
quick, short taps in the direction of the star. 
The widow 6tood to watch, and the gesture 
was so familiar, so homely, so personal, that 
it was quite understandable to her. She 
knew then that Meehaul Lynskey was not 
thinking of any great things at all. He was 
only a nailer ! And seeing the Evening Star 
sparkle in the sky he had only thought of 
his workshop, of the bellows, the irons, the 
fire, the sparks, and the glowing iron which 
might be made into a nail while it was hot 1 
He had in imagination seized a hammer and 
made a blow across interstellar space et 
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Venus ! All the beauty and youth of the 
star frolicking on the pale sky above the 
slash of vivid redness had only suggested to 
him the making of yet another nail ! If 
Meehaul Lynskey could push up his scarred 
yellow face among the stars of the sky he 
would only see in them the sparks of his little 
smithy. 

Cahir Bowes was, the widow thought, 
looking down at the earth, from the other end 
of the tombstone, to see if there were any 
hard things there which he could smash up. 
The old men had their backs turned upon 
each other. Very likely they had another 
discussion since, which ended in this attitude 
of mutual contempt. The widow was con- 
scious again of the unreasonableness of old 
men. but not much resentful of it. She was 
too long accustomed to them to have any 
great sense of revolt. Her emotion, if it 
could be called an emotion, was a settled, 
dull toleration of all their little bigotries. 

She put her hand on the stile for the second 
time that day, and again raised her palely 
sad face over the graveyard of Cloon na 
Morav. As she did so she had the most 
extraordinary experience of the whole day’s 
sensations. It was such a sensation as gave 
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her at once a wonderful sense of the reality 
and the unreality of life. She paused on the 
stile, and had a clear insight into something 
that had up to this moment been obscure. 
And no sooner had the thing become definite 
and clear than a sense of the wonder of life 
came to her. It was all very like the dream 
Malachi Roohan had talked about. 

In the pale grass, under the vivid colours 
of the sky. the two grave-diggers were lying 
on their backs, staring silently up at the 
heavens. The widow looked at them as she 
paused on the stile. Her thoughts of these 
men had been indifferent, subconscious, up 
to this instant. They were handsome young 
men. Perhaps if there had been only one of 
them the widow would have been more at- 
tentive. The dark handsomeness did not 
seem the same thing when repeated. Their 
beauty, if one could call it beauty, had been 
collective, the beauty of flowers, of dark, 
velvety pansies, the distinctive marks of one 
faithfully duplicated on the other. The good 
looks of one had, to the mind of the widow, 
somehow nullified the good looks of the 
other. There was too much borrowing of 
Peter to pay Paul in their well- 
favoured features. The first grave 
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digger spoiled the illusion of indi- 
viduality in the second grave-digger. The 
widow had not thought so, but she would 
have agreed if anybody whispered to her that 
a good-looking man who wanted to win 
favour with a woman should never have so 
complete a twin brother. It would be 
possible for a woman to part tenderly with 
a man, and, if she met his image and likeness 
around the corner, knock him down. There 
is nothing more powerful , but nothing more 
delicate in life than the valves of individua- 
lity. To create the impression that humanity 
was a thing which could be turned out like a 
coinage would be to ruin the whole illusion 
of life. The twin grave-diggers had created 
some sort of such impression, vague, and not 
very insistent, in the mind of the widow, and 
it had made her lose any special interest in 
them. Now, however, as she hesitated on 
the stile, all this was swept from her mind at 
a stroke. That most subtle and powerful 
of all things, personality, sprang silently from 
the twins and made them, to the mind of the 
widow, things as far apart as the poles. The 
two men lay at length, and exactly the same 
length and bulk, in the long, grey grass. But, 
as the widow looked upon them, one twin 
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seemed conscious of her presence, while the 
other continued his absorption in the heavens 
above. The supreme twin turned his head, 
and his soft, velvety brown eyes 
met the eyes of the widow. 
I here was welcome in the man's 
eyes. The widow read that welcome as 

plainly as if he had spoken his thoughts. 
I he nejct moment he had sprung to his feet, 
smiling. He took a few steps forward, then.’ 
self-conscious, pulled up. If he had only 
jumped up and smiled the widow would have 
understood. But those few eager steps for- 
ward and then that stock stillness! The 
other twin rose reluctantly, and as he did so 
the widow was conscious of even physical 
differences in the brothers. The eyes' were 
not the same. No such velvety soft lights 
were in the eyes of the second one. He was 
more sheepish. He was more phlegmatic 

He rv n y * p |a 8 ,ar,sm of the original 
man ! I he widow wondered how she had 

not seen all this before. The resemblance 

between the twins was only skin deep. The 

two old men. at the moment the second twin 

rose, detached themselves slowly, almost 

painfully, from their tombstone, and all 

moved forward to meet the widow. The 
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widow, collecting her thoughts, piloted her 
skirts modestly about her legs as she got 
down from the narrow stonework of the stile 
and stumbled into the contrariness of Cloon 
na Morav. A wild sense of satisfaction 
swept her that she had come back the bearer 
of useful information. 

Well, said Meehaul Lynskey, “did you 
see Malachi Roohan ? The widow looked 
at his scorched, sceptical, yellow face, and 
said : 

“I did" 

Had he any word for us?” 

“He had. He remembers the place of the 
weaver’s grave.” The widow looked a little 
vaguely about Cloon na Morav. 

“What does he say?” 

“He says it’s under the elm tree.” 

There was silence. The stone-breaker 
swung about on his legs, his head making a 
semi-circular movement over the ground, and 
his sharp eyes were turned upward, as if he 
were searching the heavens for an elm tree. 
The nailer dropped his underjaw and stared 
tensely across the ground, blankly, patiently, 
like a fisherman on the edge of the shore 
gazing over an empty sea. The grave-digger 
turned his head away shyly, like a boy, as 
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if he did not want to see the confusion of the 
widow ; the man was full of the most delicate 
mannerisms. The other grave-digger settled 
into a stolid attitude, then the skin bunched 
up about his brown eyes in puckers of 
humour. A miserable feeling swept the 
widow. She had the feeling that she stood 
on the verge of some collapse. 

Under the elm tree,” mumbled the stone- 
breaker. 

••r i That S What He Said ’” added lhe w «'dow. 
Under the elm tree of Cloon na Morav.” 

Well, said Cahir Bowes, “when you 
find the elm tree you’ll find the grave.” 

The widow did not know what an elm tree 
was Nothing had ever happened in life as 
she knew it to render any special knowledge 
of trees profitable, and therefore desirable. 
Trees were good ; they made nice firing when 
chopped up; timber, and all that was 
fashioned out of timber, came from trees. 

I hjs knowledge the widow had accepted as 
she had accepted all the other remote pheno- 
mena of the world into which she had been 
bom. But that trees should have distinctive 
names, that they should have family relation- 
ships, seemed to the mind of the widow only 
an unnecessary complication of the affairs of 
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the universe. What good was it? She 
could understand calling fruit trees fruit trees 
and all other kinds simply trees. But that 
one should be an elm and another an ash, 
that there should be name after name, species 
after species, giving them peculiarities and 
personalities, was one of the things that the 
widow did not like. And at this moment, 
when the elm tree of Malachi Roohan had 
raised a fresh problem in Cloon na Morav, 
the likeness of old men to old trees — their 
crankiness, their complexity, their angles, 
their very barks, bulges, gnarled twistiness, 
and kinks — was very close, and brought a 
sense of oppression to the sorely-tried brain 
of the widow. 

“Under the elm tree,” repeated Meehaul 
Lynskey. “The elm tree of Cloon na 
Morav.” He broke into an aged cackle of a 
laugh. “If I was any good at all at making 
a rhyme I’d make one about that elm tree, 
devil a other but 1 would.” 

The widow looked around Cloon na 
Morav, and her eyes, for the first time in her 
life, were consciously searching for trees. If 
there were numerous trees there she could 
understand how easy it might be for Malachi 
Roohan to make a mistake. He might have 
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mistaken some other sort of tree for an elm— 
the widow felt that there must be plenty of 
other trees very like an elm. In fact, she 
reasoned that other trees, do their best, could 
not help looking like an elm. There must be 
thousands and millions of people like herself 
in the world who pass through life in the 
belief that a certain kind of tree was an elm 
when, in reality, it may be an ash or an oak 
or a chestnut or a beech, or even a poplar, a 
birch, ora yew. Malachi Roohan was never 
likely to allow anybody to amend his know- 
ledge of an elm tree. He would let go his 
rope in the belief that there was an elm tree in 
Cloon na Morav, and that under it was the 
weaver’s grave— that is, if Malachi Roohan 

had not, in some ghastly aged kink, invented 
the thing. The widow, not sharply, but still 
with an appreciation of the thing, grasped 
that a dispute about trees would be the very 
sort of dispute in which Meehaul Lynskey 
and Cahir Bowes would, like the very old 
men that they were, have revelled. Under 
the impulse of the message she had brought 
from the cooper they would have launched 
out into another powerful struggle from tree 
to tree in Cloon na Morav ; they would again 
have strewn the place with the corpses of 
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slain arguments, and in the net result they 
would not have been able to establish any- 
thing either about elm trees or about the 
weaver's grave. The slow, sad gaze of the 
widow for trees in Cloon na Morav brought 
to her, in these circumstances, both pain and 
relief. It was a relief that Meehaul Lynskey 
and Cahir Bowes could not challenge each 
other to a battle of trees; it was a pain that 
the tree of Malachi Roohan was nowhere in 
sight. The widow could see for herself that 
there was not any sort of a tree in Cloon na 
Morav. The ground was enclosed upon 
three sides by walls, on the fourth by a hedge 
of quicks. Not even old men could trans- 
form a hedge into an elm tree. Neither could 
they make the few struggling briars clinging 
about the railings of the sepulchres into any- 
thing except briars. The elm tree of 
Malachi Roohan was now non-existent. 
Nobody would ever know whether it had or 
had not ever existed. The widow would as 
soon give the soul of the weaver to the howl- 
ing winds of the world as go back and inter- 
view the cooper again on the subject. i 

“Old Malachi Roohan/* said Cahir Bowes 
with tolerant decision, **is doting.’* 
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“The nearest elm tree I know,” said 
Meehaul Lynskey, “is half a mile away." 

"The one above at Carragh?" questioned 
Cahir Bowes. 

“Ay, beside the mill." 

No more was to be said. The riddle of the 
weaver’s grave was still the riddle of the 
weaver s grave. Cloon na Morav kept its 
secret. But, nevertheless, the weaver would 
have to be buried. He could not be housed 
indefinitely. I aking courage from all the 
harrowing aspects of the deadlock, Meehaul 
Lynskey went back, plump and courageously 
to his original allegiance. 

“The grave of the weaver is there." he 
said, and he struck out his hooked fingers in 
the direction of the disturbance of the sod 
which the grave-diggers had made under 
pressure of his earlier enthusiasm. 

Cahir Bowes turned on him with a wither- 
ing, quavering glance. 

“Aren’t you afraid that God would strike 
you where you stand?" he demanded. 

* 1 m not — not a bit afraid," said Meehaul 
Lynskey. “It’s the weaver’s grave." 

You say that, cried Cahir Bowes, “after 
what we all saw and what we all heard?" 

I do, * said Meehaul Lynskey, stoutly. 
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He wiped his lips with the palm of his hand, 
and launched out into one of his arguments, 
arguments, as usual, packed with particulars. 

I saw the weaver’s father lowered in that 

place. And I 11 tell you, what’s more, it was 

Father Owen MacCarthy that read over him, 

he a young red-haired curate in this place at 

the time, long before ever he became parish 

priest of Benelog. There was I, standing in 

this exact spot, a young man, too, with a light 

moustache, holding me hat in me hand, and 

there one side of me— maybe five yards from 

the marble stone of the Keemahans — was 

Patsy Curtin that drank himself to death 

after, and on the other side of me was Honor 

Costello, that fell on the grave and married 

the cattle drover, a big, loose-shouldered 
Dane. 

Patiently, half absent-mindedly, listening 
to the renewal of the dispute, the widow re- 
membered the words of Malachi Roohan, 
and his story of Honor Costello, who fell 
on the grave over fifty years ago. What 
memories these old men had I How unre- 
liable they were, and yet flashing out 
astounding corroborations of each other. 
Maybe there was something in what ’ 
IVleehauI Lynskey was saying. Maybe 
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thoughts. What was the use of it all > This 

grave could not be the weaver's grave: it 

had been grimly demonstrated to them all 

that It was full of stout coffins. The widow. 

with a gesture of agitation, smoothed her 

hair down the gentle slope of her head under 

he shawl As she did so her eyes caught 

the eyes of the grave-digger; he was looking 

at her I He withdrew his eyes at once, and 

began to twitch the ends of his dark mous- 
tache with his fingers. 

If, said Cahir Bowes, “this be the grave 
of the weaver, what’s Julia Rafferty doing in 

11 ... me lhat ’ Meehaul Lynskey.’ 

I don t know what’s she doing in it. and 
what s more. I don’t care. And believe you 
my word, many a queer thing happened in 
Cloon na M ora v that had no right to happen 
m it Julia Rafferty, maybe, isn’t the only 

° n *M L ,# VV t erC She had n ° right to be *’ 

... she , isn V* «aid Cahir Bowes. 

but it s there she is. anyhow, and I’m think- 
ing it s there she s likely to stay.’’ 

If she s in the weaver's grave." cried 
Meehaul Lynskey. "what I say is. out with 

"Very well, then, Meehaul Lynskey. Let 
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you yourself be the powerful man to deal 
with Julia Rafferty. But remember this, and 
remember it’s my word, that touch one bone 
in this place and you touch all.” 

“No fear at all have I to right a wrong. 
I’m no backslider when it comes to justice, 
and justice I’ll see done among the living and 
the dead.” 


“Go ahead, then, me hearty fellow. If 
Julia herself is in the wrong place somebody 
else must be in her own place, and you’ll be 



following one rightment with another wrong- 
ment until in the end you’ll go mad with the 
tangle of dead men’s wrongs. That’s the 
end that’s in store for you, Meehaul Lyn- 
skey.” 

Meehaul Lynskey spat on his fist and 
struck out with the hooked fingers. His 
blood was up. 

“That I may be as dead as my father 1“ 
he began in a traditional oath, and at that 
Cahir Bowes gave a little cry and raised his 
stick with a battle flourish. They went up 
and down the dips of the ground, rising and 
falling on the waves of their anger, and the 
widow stood where she was, miserable and 
downhearted, her feet growing stone cold 
from the chilly dampness of the ground. The 
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twin, who did not now count, took out his 
pipe and lit it, looking at the old men with 
a stolid gaze. The twin who now counted 
walked uneasily away, bit an end off a chunk 
of tobacco, and came to stand in the ground 
in a line with the widow, looking on with 
her several feet away; but again the widow 
was conscious of the man s growing sym- 
pathy. 

“They’re a nice pair of boyos, them two 
old lads,” he remarked to the widow. He 
turned his head to her. He was verv hand- 
some. 

“Do you think they will find it?" she 
asked. Her voice was a little nervous, and 
the man shifted on his feet, nervously re- 
sponsive. 

Its hard to say, he said. You’d never 
know what to think. Two old lads, the like 
of them, do be very tricky.” 

‘‘God grant they’ll get it,” said the widow. 

God grant, said the grave-digger. 

But they didn’t. They only got exhausted 
as before, wheezing and coughing, and glar- 
ing at each other as they sat down on two 
mounds. i i i 

The grave-digger turned to the widow. 
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She was aware of the nice warmth of his 
brown eyes. 

Are you waking the weaver again to- 
night ?” he asked. 

I am," said the widow. 

Well, maybe some person — some old 
man or woman from the country — may turn 
up and be able to tell where the grave is. You 
could make inquiries." 

Yes, said the widow, but without any 
enthusiasm, "I could make inquiries." 

The grave-digger hesitated for a moment, 
and said more sympathetically, "We could 
all, maybe, make inquiries." There was a 
softer personal note, a note of adventure, in 
the voice. 


The widow turned her head to the man 
and smiled at him quite frankly. 

I m beholding to you," she said and 
then added with a little wounded sigh, 
“ Everyone is very good to me." 

The grave-digger twirled the ends of his 
moustache. 

Cahir Bowes, who had heard, rose from 
his mound and said briskly, " I’ll agree to 
leave it at that." His air was that of one 
who had made an extraordinary personal 
sacrifice. What he was really thinking was 
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that he would have another great day of it 
with Meehaul Lynskey in Cloon na Morav 
to-morrow. He'd show that oul' fellow, 
Lynskey, what stuff Boweses were made of. 

And I’m not against it," said Meehaul 
Lynskey. He took the tone of one who was 
never to be outdone in magnanimity. He 
was also thinking of another day of effort 
to-morrow, a day that would, please God. 

show the Boweses what the Lynskeys were 
like. 

With that the party came straggling out of 
Cloon na Morav, the two old men first, the 
widow next, the grave-diggers waiting to put 
on their coats and light their pipes. 

There was a little upward slope on the 
road to the town, and as the two old men 
took it the widow thought they looked very 
spent after their day. She wondered if Cahir 
Bowes would ever be able for that hill. She 
would give him a glass of whiskey at home, 
if there was any left in the bottle. Of the 
two, and as limp and slack as his body 
looked, Meehaul Lynskey appeared the 
better able for the hill. They walked to- 
gether, that is to say, abreast, but they kept 
almost the width of the road between each 
other, as if this gulf expressed the breach of 
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friendship between them on the head of the 
dispute about the weaver’s grave. They 
had been making liars of each other all day, 
and they would, please God, make liars of 
each other all day to-morrow. The widow, 
understanding the meaning of this hostility, 
had a faint sense of amusement at the con- 
trariness of old men. How could she tell 
what was passing in the head which Cahir 
Bowes hung, like a fuchsia drop, over the i 
road ? How could she know of the strange 
rise and fall of the thoughts, the little frets, 
the tempers, the faint humours, which 
chased each other there ? Nobody — not 
even Cahir Bowes himself — could account 
for them. All the widow knew was that 
Cahir Bowes stood suddenly on the road. 
Something had happened in his brain, some 
old memory cell long dormant had become i 
nascent, had a stir, a pulse, a flicker of 
warmth, of activity, and swiftly as a flash of 
lightning in the sky, a glow of lucidity lit up 
his memory. It was as if a searchlight had 
suddenly flooded the dark corners of his 
brain. The immediate physical effect on 
Cahir Bowes was to cause him to stand stark 
still on the road, Meehaul Lynskey going 
ahead without him. The widow saw Cahir 
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Bowes pivot on his heels, his head, at the 
end of the horizontal body, swinging round 
like the movement of a hand on a runaway 
clock. Instead of pointing up the hill home- 
ward the head pointed down the hill and 
back to Cloon na Morav. There followed 
the most extraordinary movements— shuff- 
lings, gyrations — that the widow had ever 
seen. Cahir Bowes wanted to run like mad 
away down the road. That was plain. 
And Cahir Bowes believed that he was run- 
ning like mad away down the road. That 
was also evident. But what he actually did 
was to mate little jumps on his feet, his 
stick rattling the ground in front, and each 
jump did not bring him an inch of ground 
He would have gone more rapidly in his 
normal shuffle. His efforts were like a ter- 
rible parody on the springs of a kangaroo. 
And Cahir Bowes, in a voice that was now 
more a scream than a cackle, was calling 
out unintelligible things. The widow, look- 
mg at him, paused in wonder, then over her 
face there came a relaxation, a colour, her 
eyes warmed, her expression lost its settled 
pensiveness, and all her body was shaken 
with uncontrollable laughter. Cahir Bowes 
passed her on the road in his fantastic leaps 
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his abortive buck-jumps, screaming and 
cracking his stick on the ground, his left hand 
still gripped tightly on the small of his back 
behind, a powerful brake on the small of his 
back. 

Meehaul Lynskey turned back and his face 
was shaken with an aged emotion as he 
looked after the stonebreaker. Then he 
removed his hat and blessed himself. 

“ The cross of Christ between us and 
harm,” he exclaimed. “ Old Cahir Bowes 
has gone off his head at last. I thought 
there was something up with him all day. 
It was easily known there was something 
ugly working in his mind.” 

The widow controlled her laughter and 
checked herself, making the sign of the Cross 
on her forehead, too. She said : 

” God forgive me for laughing and the 
weaver with the habit but fresh upon him.” 

The grave-digger who counted was coming 
out somewhat eagerly over the stile, but Cahir 
Bowes, flourishing his stick, beat him back 
again and then himself re-entered Cloon na 
Morav. He stumbled over the grass, now 
rising on a mound, now disappearing alto- 
gether in a dip of the ground, travelling in a 
giddy course like a hooker in a storm ; again. 
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for a long time, he remained submerged, 
showing, however, the eternal stick, his 
periscope, his indication to the world that 
he was about his business. In a level piece 
of ground, marked by stones with large 
mottled white marks upon them, he settled 
and cried out to all, and calling God to 
witness, that this surely was the weaver’s 
grave. There was scepticism, hesitation, on 
the part of the grave-diggers, but after some 
parley, and because Cahir Bowes was so 
passionate, vehement, crying and shouting, 
dribbling water from the mouth, showing 
his yellow teeth, pouring sweat on his fore- 
head, quivering on his legs, they began to 
dig carefully in the spot. The widow, at 
this, re-arranged the shawl on her head and 
entered Cloon na Morav, conscious, as she 
shuffled over the stile, that a pair of warm 
brown eyes were, for a moment, upon her 
movements and then withdrawn. She stood 
a little way back from the digging and waited 
the result with a slightly more accelerated 
beating of the heart. The twins looked as 
if they were ready to strike something un- 
expected at any moment, digging carefully, 
and Cahir Bowes hung over the place, cack- 
ling and crowing, urging the men to swifter 
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work. The earth sang up out of the ground, 
dark and rich in colour, gleaming like gold, 
in the deepening twilight in the place. Two 
feet, three feet, four feet of earth came up, 
the spades pushing through the earth in 
regular and powerful pushes, and still the 
coast was clear. Cahir Bowes trembled with 
excitement on his stick. Five feet of a pit 
yawned in the ancient ground. The spade 
work ceased. One of the grave-diggers 
looked up at Cahir Bowes and said : 

“You hit the weaver’s grave this time 
right enough. Not another grave in the 
place could be as free as this.** 

The widow sighed a quick little sigh and 
looked at the face of the other grave-digger, 
hesitated, then allowed a remote smile of 
thankfulness to flit across her palely sad face. 

eyes of the man wandered away over 
the darkening spaces of Cloon na Morav. 

I got the weaver’s grave surely,” cried 
Cahir Bowes, his old face full of a weird 
animation. If he had found the Philoso- 
pher s Stone he would only have broken it. 
But to find the weaver’s grave was an accom- 
plishment that would help him into a wisdom 
before which all his world would bow. He 
looked around triumphantly and said: 
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“Where is Meehaul Lynskey now; what 
will the people be saying at all about his 
attack on Julia Rafferty’s grave? Julia will 
haunt him, and I d sooner have anyone at 
all haunting me than the ghost of Julia 
Rafferty. Where is Meehaul Lynskey now? 
Is it ashamed to show his liary face he is? 
And what talk had Malachi Roohan about 
an elm tree? Elm tree, indeed' If it’s 
trees that is troubling him now let him climb 
up on one of them and hang himself from it 
with his rope ! Where is that old fellow, 
Meehaul Lynskey, and his rotten head? 
Where is he, I say? Let him come in here 
now to Cloon na Morav until I be showing 
him the weaver’s grave, five feet down and 
not a rib or a knuckle in it, as clean and 
beautiful as the weaver ever wished it. 
Come in here, Meehaul Lynskey, until I 
hear the lies panting again in your yellow 
throat.** 

He went in his extraordinary movement 
over the ground, making for the stile all the 
while talking. 

Meehaul Lynskey had crouched behind 
the wall outside when Cahir Bowes led the 
diggers to the new site, his old face twisted 
in an attentive, almost agonising emotion. 
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He stood peeping over the wall, saying to 
himself : 

“ Whisht, will you 1 Don’t mind that old 
madman. He hasn’t it at all. I’m telling 
you he hasn’t it. Whisht, will you! Let 
him dig away. They’ll hit something in a 
minute. They’ll level him when they find 
out. His brain has turned. Whist, now, 
will you. and I’ll have that rambling old 
lunatic, Cahir Bowes, in a minute. I’ll leap 
in on him. I’ll charge him before the world. 
I’ll show him up. I’ll take the gab out of 
him. I II lacerate him. I’ll lambaste him. 
Whisht, will you !” 

But as the digging went on and the terrible 
cries of triumph arose inside Meehaul 
Lynskey’s knees knocked together. His 
head bent level to the wall, yellow and 
grimacing, nerves twitching across it, a little 
yellow froth gathering at the comers of the 
mouth. When Cahir Bowes came beating 
for the stile Meehaul Lynskey rubbed one 
leg with the other, a little below the calf, 
and cried brokenly to himself : 

“ God in Heaven, he has it ! He has the 
weaver’s grave.” 

He turned about and slunk along in the 
shadow of the wall up the hill, panting and 
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broken. By the time Cahir Bowes had 
reached the stile Meehaul Lynskey's figure 
was shadowily dipping down over the crest 
of the road. A sharp cry from Cahir Bowes 
caused him to shrink out of sight like a dog 
at whom a weapon had been thrown. 

The eyes of the grave-digger who did not 
now count followed the figure of Cahir Bowes 
as he moved to the stile. He laughed a 
little in amusement, then wiped his brow. 
He came up out of the grave. He turned 
to the widow and said : 

“ We’re down five feet. Isn’t that enough 
in which to sink the weaver in? Are you 
satisfied ?” 

The man spoke to her without any pre- 
tence ^t fine feeling. He addressed her as 
a fourth wife should be addressed. The 
widow was conscious but unresentful of the 
mein’s manner. She regarded him calmly 
and without any resentment. On her 
part there was no resentment either, no 
hypocrisy, no make-believe. Her unemo- 
tional eyes followed his action as he stuck 
hi3 spade into the loose mould on the ground. 
A cry from Cahir Bowes distracted the man, 
he laughed again, and before the widow 
could make a reply he said : 
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“Old Cahir is great value. Come down 
until we hear him handling the nailer.” 

He walked away down over the ground. 

The widow was left alone with the other 
grave-digger. He drew himself up out of the 
pit with a sinuous movement of the body 
which the widow noted. He stood without 
a word beside the pile of heaving clay and 
looked across at the widow. She looked 
back at him and suddenly the silence became 
full of unspoken words, of flying, ringing 
emotions. The widow could see the dark 
green wall, above it the band of still deepen- 
ing red, above that the still more pallid grey 
sky, and directly over the man’s head the 
gay frolicking of the fresh star in the sky. 
Cloon na Morav was flooded with a deep, 
vague light. The widow scented the fresh 
wind about her, the cool fragrance of the 
earth, and yet a warmth that was strangely 
beautiful. The light of the man’s dark eyes 
were visible in the shadow which hid his 
face. The pile of earth beside him was like 
a vague shape of miniature bronze moun- 
tains. He stood with a stillness which was 
tense and dramatic. The widow thought 
that the world was strange, the sky extra- 
ordinary, the man’s head against the red sky 
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a wonder, a poem, above it the sparkle of 
the great young star. The widow knew that 
they would be left together like this for one 
minute, a minute which would be as a flash 
and as eternity. And she knew now that 
sooner or later this man would come to her 
and that she would welcome him. Below 
at the stile the voice of Cahir Bowes was 
cackling in its aged notes. Beyond this the 
stillness was the stillness of heaven and 
earth. Suddenly a sense of faintness came 
to the widow. The whole place swooned 
before her eyes. Never was. this world so 
strange, so like the dream that Malachi 
Roohan had talked about. A movement in 
the figure of the man beside the heap of 
bronze had come to her as a warning, a 
fear, and a delight. She moved herself a 
little in response, made a step backward. 
The next instant she saw the figure of the 
man spring across the open black mouth of 
the weaver's grave to her. 

A faint sound escaped her and then his 
breath was hot on her face, his mouth on her 
lips. 

Half a minute later Cahir Bowes came 
shuffling back, followed by the twin. 

“ I'll bone him yet,” said Cahir Bowes. 



106 THE WEAVER’S GRAVE 

“ Never you fear I’ll make that old nailer 
face me. I’ll show him up at the weaver’s 
wake to-night 1” 

The twin laughed behind him. He shook 
his head at his brother, who was standing a 
pace away from the widow. He said : 

“ Five feet.” 

He looked into the grave and then looked 
at the widow, saying: 

“Are you satisfied?” 

There was silence for a second or two, and 
when she spoke the widow’s voice was low 

but fresh, like the voice of a young girl. She 
said : 

” I’m satisfied.*' 
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